Those Quarrelsome Bonapartes
which the man of letters does not possess—to give to each
edict the character, flavor, and phraseology of the calling
involved."
And the tartest of rebukes to the little sailor boy, now
turned king and rake: "I have run across an order of
the day issued by you that makes you the laughing-stock
of Europe. Have you no friend who will tell you the truth?
You must be a soldier, again a soldier, always a soldier.
You must get up at two in the morning, bivouac with
your outposts, spend day and night in the saddle, march
with your advance-guard. But you wage war like a satrap.
By heavens! is it from me that you have learned that?
From me who with my army of three hundred thousand
live with my skirmishers?" Now he tries to soften it:
"You have much ambition, some intelligence, a few good
qualities"—it was no use, so—"but these are spoiled by
sullenness and great presumption; and you have no real
knowledge." And he ends in a burst of wrath, "In God's
name keep enough wits about you to write and speak
with propriety!"
Altogether his family caused him more trouble than
the rest of Europe; and in the family zodiac his sun did
not shine so brightly as in Continental skies. But there it
did indeed ride high, and only Letizia saw the sunset, as
more and more he came to rely on his mastery of men.
"Force, force," he would say, "is all that can compel
them. But what does it matter, since I bring them good
laws, wealth, and security? That is the only practical
substitute for freedom."
So almost imperceptibly the old days of the dreams of
liberty in a glorious and pristine purity were left far
behind. Seldom now did he refer to Plutarch's men;
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